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been useless. I listened to the handsome young Swede, a University
man, widely travelled, an accomplished linguist, sending news to
the journals of his highly-civilized country and obviously engulfed
in the new frenzy that was storming across the Continent. As he
left, he said earnestly:

" Don't think I'm a Fascist, I am not. I am only for youth and
courage, for the will to fight and die in a national cause."

"The will to fight and die." Memorable words!

It was past midnight when I turned out the light in my room.
Sleep failed to come. I looked out of the window. Carlsbad! I
remembered that Czar Alexander III had visited it, and Turgeniev.
Kings and writers, artists, bankers, princes, and charlatans had
gone there, sometimes for their health, sometimes to start or to
consummate national and international conspiracies. A city of
doom or promise; which was it to be now? The streets were silent
and gloomy; the stars, that glittered through the haze with
niggardly brightness, held in them more darkness than light, more
threat than promise.